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M'Whizzle and me. And I have information here in
one of my pockets that will make those concerned
sit up, I can assure you, . . . But we are puzzled over
one little matter, Mr Lochinvar M'Whizzle and I."
Archibald paused, and looked at the groom signifi-
cantly.
"Yes?" said the groom,
" You, Mr Ryan/' said Archibald, impressively, " are
the missing link"
He had conie to the conclusion that he could not
partake of his friend's hospitality and at the same time
get his finger-prints by stealth. In any case, he felt,
the groom was too wide awake for such an enterprise
to meet with success. He looked at him, and trembled
to note a distinct expression of anger in his thin face.
" My dear-r man-n," he said, soothingly, holding
tip a dark and slender hand.
" This is about the limit," snapped Ryan, with an
angr}^ look in his small blue eye. " So I'm the missing
link! If you ask me anything, you and M'Whizzle
are very much more like missing links than ever I
was or ever will be. And you can go home and tell
him so as soon as ever you like, the ugly conceited
pup that he is."
" Mister Ryan, Mister Ryan," implored Archibald.
** Keep sitting. Doan't get up into the air. Let me
explain." He pulled the piece of special paper out
of his pocket, and put it on the table in readiness.
But the groom had already risen and picked up his
topee. "I'm off," he said. "You'll have to learn
better manners before 111 keep your company/*
Archibald, somewhat scared, watched him march off.